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however, convinced him that they meant even more
than a reconnoissance. At a glance he saw his op-
portunity. " In less than two minutes," writes an
onlooker, " all the tents lay on the ground, as though
someone had pulled a string behind the scenes, and
the army was in full march." At first, by great luck,
the heads of the Prussian columns pointed north-east
towards Merseburg, and thus the allies were deluded
into the belief that they were in retreat. Then,
hidden by the ridge, they moved east and finally
south-east, converging towards the enemy. In the
waning November afternoon they formed line and
waited unseen, cannon massed on the right, Prince
Henry with the infantry in the centre, on the ex-
treme left Seydlitz, the prince of dragoons, smoking
his short clay pipe till the King should order the
charge.

Little more than an hour after the Prussians
struck their tents they were dashing at the open
flank of the allies, and ere another hour had passed
Frederick's western frontier was saved. The so-
called battle of Rossbach would be better named
the drove of Reichartswerben. But for the slaughter
inevitable when the best troops in the world swooped
down upon a mob, the encounter would have been
a pure farce. First Seydlitz by repeated charges
drove the cavalry of the allies off the field. Then,
to the accompaniment of a heavy cannonade, Prince
Henry led the infantry down the slope and poured
swift volleys into the medley out of which Sou-
bise was vainly struggling to form a line of battle.
Some of the French, Swiss, and West-German troops